Letter from Emily S. Harris to Leander Harris, May 11, 1862 by Harris, Emily S., c.1835-1866

Transcription:
Hampstead May 11th /62
Darling Husband,
I have not 
written you one line for a fort-
night and although I have been 
very busy, I blame myself much 
for not making a greater effort 
to write last week. But to tell 
you the truth I did not feel 
one might like answering your 
last letter. I do not find any 
fault with the letter it was a 
good kind letter, but it seemed 
so unneccessary for you to go to 
Charleston, that I could not 
help blaming you a little at 
the time. But I do no wish 
you to stay where you are discon-
tented for my sake.
If you could only realize
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Leander what a relief it was 
to my mind to know that 
you were so situated, that you
would not be called into battle, 
And I had just got my mind easy 
about you (easier than it 
ever had been before since you 
went away) when the news com 
that you had left your place 
of safty of your own accord
Little Josie has sore eyes 
to-day and she has taken 
your picture and gone to sleep
I wish you could see her
bless her little heart. I am 
going to have her picture taken 
for you when I go to H again
I was down yesterday and 
tried to get Annies but could 
not. I don’t think it is any 
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use to try and get hers again
I bought me a hat yesterday 
Did you ever expect I should 
wear a hat in my old age? Well 
not a year ago I declared I would 
never wear one but every body 
wears them for on common occasions 
and so I gave up my prejudice
But I dont think it is becoming
at all. I wanted somthing suitable 
to wear to singing school and we 
are expecting to have it one night 
in a week all Summer. I am 
expecting to go to singing school
at the "peak" to-morrow night, with 
Julia and William or George Hyde & 
Susan. (you see I am very particular 
to tell you how I am going) Perhaps 
I should not have been if I hadn’t 
been a little guilty, or not exactly 
guilty because it was nothing I was 
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to blame for. Mr. Welch asked me 
to go with him, and perhaps their 
would have been no harm in going 
but I thought it would give people 
reason to talk and I would not 
have gone for ten dollars. Helen 
Frost is going with him though
You don’t know how much I
have thought of you to-day, thought
how kind you was to me when 
I was sick and how ^ you used to 
carry me around in your strong 
armes. How many hundred times I 
have thought how you carried me 
over the brick house. Oh how happy 
I was then for a sick person
I didn’t know how much reason
I had to be thankful, did not 
realize it my darling precious
husband. Oh how I should hug you 
if you were here.
[fragment letter ends here]
